Last came her coif and her violet shoon
And her virgin face shone out like the moon:
Oh, then in a rapture those three times three
Fiddlers squealed shrill on their topmost C.

THERE SATE GOOD QUEEN BESS
[From Crossings]

There sate Good Queen Bess, oh,

A-shining on her throne.
Up, Jessie; down, docket;

My money's gone!

KINGS AND QUEENS
Eight Henries, one Mary,
One Elizabeth;
Crowned and throned Kings and Queens
Now lie still in death.
Four Williams, one Stephen,
Anne, Victoria, John:
Sceptre and orb are laid aside;
AH are to quiet gone.
And James and Charles, and Charles's sons -
They, too, have journeyed on.
Three Richards, seven Edwards
Their royal hour did thrive;
They sleep with Georges one to four:
And we praise God for five.